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more in it than the eye of a common spectator
doth discover.

I am naturally bashful; nor hath conversation,
age, or travel, been able to effront or enharden
me; yet I have one part of modesty which I have
seldom discovered in another, that is, (to speak
truely), I am not so much afraid of death, as
ashamed thereof. JTis the very disgrace and
ignominy of our natures, that in a moment can so
disfigure us, that our nearest friends, Wife, and
Children, stand afraid and start at us: the Birds
and Beasts of the field, that before in a natural
fear obeyed us, forgetting all allegiance, begin
to prey upon us. This very conceit hath in a
tempest disposed and left me willing to be swal-
lowed up in the abyss of waters, wherein I had
perished unseen, unpityed, without wondering
eyes, tears of pity, Lectures of mortality, and none
had said,

Quantum mutatus ab illol

Not that I am ashamed of the Anatomy of my
parts, or can accuse Nature for playing the
bungler in any part of me, or my own vitious
life for contracting any shameful disease upon me,
whereby I might not call myself as wholesome
a morsel for the worms as any.

Some, upon the courage of a fruitful issue,
wherein, as in the truest Chronicle, they seem to
outlive themselves, can, with greater patience